EMBRYO....NOd IT CAN BE TOLD..., 


Everyone told us that it wes impoesible to luce 2 poetry 
tagazine without cay mistukes, printing, typing, amare oa i ‘ 
whatever. Bveryorec....° . : ; “ey 

They were right. ‘ , 

But at least the ting did materialise from the vague ideus 
ex€ coaversution: of »: month or so back, end how long it remmins 
Yor Geponds besicelly upon the general rezding public. We'll keep 
or publishing it if you keep on buying it. 

Embryo, bclicve it or not, is a solely non profit meking 
mogezire, end eny woncy ve'get exceeding the origins] costs is 
sulk beck into it.’ The mein reason for Embryo then is not just 
keepivg usin No. 6 for = few @eys, but to provide an outlet for 
some of the locel frustrated poets, and also to try ond evoke ms 
interest in poetry in the reader by bringing to his attention cone 
of tie more populer pocts,..George Macbeth"s piece in this issue 
for exumple, reprinted by kind permission of the author, well known 
for Sis Penguin enthologics. ‘Mr. Macbeth recently appeared at the 
Anglis halls in tow: Zor u poetry reading, and found the time for 
2 short chat wits a couple of the megozine staff afterwards during 
woich, severe] interesting points cropped up not the least being the _ 

imoly demise of Now Worlds, in which "The Silver Needle" was |” 
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Alan Moore 
Sliding through the coils of the Line-14 94 i 
@ tehing setal wisps in @ cobweb t Beeq 


Bockoning the mist-in the poal veop wells 
Fading. 

Blindly weep tho candles in the tedlirht hala 
Yellow on tho bones of lost heroes, 

Dreaming of the «oths in the ivory tower 
Drifting. 

Dark the nagic syorde in their milk white shyouds 

Far and high the vail of the seagull , 
Glazeé and gee. groping hunds from the walls Long dees 
Shifting. 

There the exile sléeps in his opal grove ; 
Where the l:dics laugh at the wator. + ml 
Softly f=lls tho snow from the frost giants nance 
Shifting. 

Purple drift the tufts of the furballs slcok 
Shadowy the grect smiling mushroom. 

Falling dowm the wind as the night draws on 
Lifting. ; 

Black ond violot lighB greet the wisps of dawn 


dai 


b, 
the dark shall inherit ZZ 


Bent that hovered over the long-shadowed. golden landscape-in.a near ta 


angible 

ieottsal and sat in small groupp onthe -repidly cooling boulders 

or on the gnarled arms of the withered trees. Heads cocked on 

Tie eide, they waited patiently. The desert strethed endlessly to some 

dork “horizon, still golden in the oncoming twighlight, and maintained 
disturbing silence as the vigil of the vultures’continued.On the 

BSficon a small dark stronger became visible. 


Winter springs was deserted in the dusk of the day after dooms- 
day. At the best of times it had never been a hive of activity, with its 
one’ main street bordered by the’ few small shops and houses, but now it 

was desolate. Winter springs was empty. aa 
E In the grocer's, @ swarm of flies clustered about the remains of a 
sizeable joint of meat, the low hum drowning any other sound that might 
have flourished in the closed atmosphere. In its. cage, a scarce four 
feet above the plentiful sacks of grain stacked two-deep about the bottom 
of its cage stand, the groger's canary was dying. It fluttered one wing 
feebly, unfed for three days, but made no noise. On the floor a jar of 
lemonade crystals lay smashed, spewing its sticky content over the drab 
and dusty wooden floor. The flies were having a wonderful time. The 


canery was dead. ; 
“The desert grew rapidly cooler ss the night advaned over the 
horizon, and yet still the air was heavy with an intense expectancy that 
grew more noticeable by the minute. One by one the vultures left their v 
perches to rise squawking end flapping into the darkening sky, wings 
ere renter acces Gees UP zon 
east, the tumbleweed was agitated into an unnatural annimation, and 
nd ‘sped of toward some unatainable gonl. The distant black speck was now 
‘as a strangely hunchd man riding a curios bycycle. The lest 
took to the air un o flurry of feathers, screaching as th 
terror. 
y cofée bar that had.once represented winte® springs' 
pteen year old boy sat playing and replaying a 
+ HE sat » in the deserted gloom of the cafe 
ams of daylight,through the dirty bleak windows 
+ features.He-seemed younger than he actually 
lensed pair of dark glasses, and a 
his thin lips........"THE DEVIL 
shed giggle tne boy took of his 
(B VERY WELL, BUT HE AINT NO FRMEND OF 
ihite sockets. The boy had no eyes. 
Somee Pet? aol? od tour 
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(continued...) 


moon hed ‘risenj*and it glittered equally upon the vast bleak | 
and the well polished wheels of the sciseorgrinders machines 
over one shoulderaa cassette tape recorder was 
vs. the devil came fromkansas.-. «-.soon it stopped 
scissor-grinder didn't notice it in his relentless ame 
. It was by now quite dark, but the moon etched each a eC 
the nightmare lendscape. The scissor grinder was 2 study au 
away lay a dead canary. 2 ’ 
In WinterSprings, sitting alone in the empty streets, sat a mad 
a purple shawl,skeyching pentagrams in the dust. Her hair fell 
white string onto hervelvet enshrouded shoulders, and she looked 
round as from the open door of the coffee house the blind-demonchil: 
seemingly heedless of his blindness.He! stood looking down at her with 
empty eyes, smiling ond giggling as she inscribedeach new pentagram. T 
woman ignored him.Behind her she heard the squeak of wheels, and, glan 
over her left’ shoulder she saw the scissor-grinder, dark and terrible j 
moonlight. 


In Winter, Springs a lame dog keeled over and died. 
In Winter Springs a cat bared its teeth at the moon. 


Eight miles away, across the dessert, teemed a horde of warped 
humanity. Pheyran, hopped or crawled, rode, loped or flew beneath the 
maniac moon towards Winter Springs. At the head of the column strode an 
evil and soturnine figure, monk-like in its black robe. In one hand it 
cerried nn unnecessary candle, while the other was concealed beneath 
its clook. From beneath this clonk come a strange fluttering. Careful to 
avoid dropping his condle, he drew back his cope to relesse the flock of 
pigeons concealed theirin, allowing them to rise up into the blackness, 
red eyes gleaming. The dark had become a little derker in more ways than 
one. and slowly, one by ‘one,’ the bodies of the dend vultures plunged 


the sky, splattering ogainst the sonds that hed been packed hard by the 
passoge of feet ond paws. 


In Winter Springs the scissor grinder, blind child, and 
zu ‘int “in| and mad woman 
_ wand. the streets as they waited for the orrival of the others. No 


‘passed between them as they strolled through the shadows from 
era to Bane theonly noice being the ocassional cough of the 
‘aasvens grinder and the’ cerseless Biggie of the blind boy. The gramophon 
amniae coffeehouse was by now inoudible, ond without any word presing 

between them they decided to go ond wait in the Grocer's. THe unholy 
even miles owsy, ond the moon was at its zenith. 
@ bat blinked in the darkness. 


Springs the corcass of the Lome do 
that had come from the Recerer hed already begun to 


in one corner, the blin f 
id boy sat giggling to himsé 
; ty pendent Sat by the window and stared out 


seen, end clocked i 
afdena See nm darkness, the 


Pee rere ceece 


Singing the Songs of the small world smiles 

I can a my way through the sheets of brass, and into the 
en Ny 

Laren up and spread through the space in the files, 

But oh his eyes so thin, 

And tin box the little man floats away on umbrella wings 

With the stars in your face and into the dome of the 

animal trainer 

The animal strainer 

The animal singer. 

‘And tin box the little man sucked out inside his head 

He smiled at the clouds and he said 

everything. 


Alan lioore 
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